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CHAPTER XX.

WHEH my self-consciousness was restored, I found myself
in another room. I was lying in a divan in the arms of
Lausanne. I had forgotten everything. I called Alceste.
Then the remembrance rushed into my brain.

* Is it true ?' I said; * Lausanne, is it true ?'

His silence was an answer. I rose and walked up and
down the room once or twice, and then said in a low voice,
1 Take me to her room, Lausanne.'

I leant upon his arm, and entered the chamber. Even
as I entered, I indulged the wild hope that I should find it
unoccupied. I could not believe it.

Tall candles were burning in the room; the walls were
hung with solemn drapery. I advanced to the bedside,
and took her hand. I motioned to Lausanne to retire. We
were alone, alone once more. But how alone ? I doubted
of everything, even of my existence. I thought my heart
would burst. I wondered why any tiling still went on,
why was not all over ? I looked round with idiot eyes
and open mouth. A horrid contortion was chiselled on
my face.

Suddenly I seized the corpse in my arms and fiercely
embraced it. I thought I could re-animate it. I felt so
much, I thought I could re-animate it. I struggled with
death. Was she dead ? Was she really dead ? It had a
heavy, leaden feei. I let her drop from my arms. She
dropped like a lifeless trunk. I looked round with a silly
grin.

It was morning time.    The flames of the candles looked